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but with the cabalistic sign after it. Here is your love
charm, madam. But it is not a potion: the apothecary
will make it into pills for you.

LOUISE [taking the paper and tucking it into the bosom
of her dress'] Good. That is better, much better. It is so
much easier to make men take pills than drink potions.
And now, one thing more. You must swear to give this
prescription to no other woman of the court. It is for
me alone.

NEWTON. You have my word of honor, madam.

LOUISE. But a word of honor must be a gentleman's
word of honor. You, monsieur, are a bourgeois. You
must swear on your Bible.

NEWTON. My word is my word, madam. And the
Bible must not be mixed up with the magic of
micapanis.

LOUISE, Not black magic, is it? I could not touch that.

NEWTON. Neither black nor white, madam. Shall
we say grey? But quite harmless, I assure you.

LOUISE. Good. And now I must make you a little
present for your pills. How much shall it be?

NEWTON. Keep your money for the apothecary,
madam: he will be amply satisfied with five shillings.
I am sufficiently rewarded by the sound scientific
advice you have given me from your friend Blaise
Pascal. He was anticipated by an Englishman named
Bacon, who was, however, no mathematician. You
owe me nothing.

LOUISE. Shall I give one of the new golden guineas
to the lady I shocked if I meet her on the stairs?

NEWTON. No. She would not take it.

LOUISE. How little you know the world, Monsieur!